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The Langquiſhing Lovers Lamentation d 


The laſt NewPlay-Song ſung at th 


BEING f 
e Theatre- Royal, in a New Play called Amphitrion. 


To an excellent New Play-Houſe Tune. 


: 1. { 
Elia that I once was bleſt, 


Is now the Torment of my Breaſt ; 


- Since to cureme, you bereave me 
of the Pleaſure, I poſleſt - 
Cruel Creature todeceive me, 
Firſt to love, and then to leave me; 
Cruel Creature, &c. 


5 
Had you the Bliſs reſus d to grant, 
I then had never known the want; 
But poſſeſſing once the Bleſſing, _ 
is the Cauſe of my Complaint : 
Once poſſeſſing is but taſting, 
Tis not Bliſs that is not laſting. 
Once poſſeſſing, &c. 
3. 
Celia now is mine no more, 
But Pm hers, and muſt adore; 
Nor to leave her will endeavour, - 
Charms that Czptiv'd me before : 
No Unkindneſs can diſſever, 
Love that's True is Love for ever. 
NoUnkznaneſs, &c. 


4. 
Such is mine, I do declare, 
Who dotes uponthe charming Fair; 
To requĩte me, ſhe will flight me, 

* Lovel find a fatal Snare- 
Why was Celia made a Beauty. 
That can thus forget her Duty? 

V [hy was Celia, &c. 


'F 
Oh! what fatal killing Smart, 
Do l ſuſtain from Cupids Dart; 
Can my jewel be ſo cruel, 
ro wound her Loyal Lover's Heart, 
oh be kinder, do not kill me, 
Nor with ſo much Torment fill me. 


6, 
If you'll Triumph in Diſdain, 
Love, rather than to live in pain: 
Let Death's Arrow pierce me throrow, 
*Tis a Pleaſure to be lain : 


| Cruel Creature to deceive me, 


Firſt to love, and then to leave me, 
Cruel Creature, &c. 


If my Joys thou wilt reſtore, : 

Then couꝰd I ſlight the Golden Ore, 

'Tisnot Treaſure, but ſweet Pleaſure, 
I ſo dearly do adore; 

Therefore Cella don't deny me, 

I am Loyal, do but try me 

Therefore Celia, er? 


Sometimes in a golden Dream, 


She doth kind and loyal ſeem, 


When I waken, Pm forſaken 

in a far and worſe extream: 
My poor Soul is then tormented, 
And my Sighs with Tears are vented. 


| My poor Soul, &c. 
2 
Tho? ſhe may her Love diſown, 


With a Heart more hard than ſtone , 
There's no Bleſſing worth poſſeſſing, 
like fair Cel;a's Charms alone; 


Cruel Creature to deceive me, 


Firſt to love, and then to leave me. 
Cruel Creature, &c. 
.+..- .=> 
Come ye little Nymphs that wait, 
While I my Sorrows do relate; 
She can cure, haſten to her, 
tell her of my wretched State; 


If ſhe grants not my deſire, 


next minute will expire. 


Oh ! be kinder, &c. If fhe grants, &c. EXD 
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